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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ORSINO, Date of Illyria. 


Sebaſtian, a young gentleman, brother to Viola, 

Antonio, @ ſea-captain, friend to Sebaſtian. 

Valentine, 

Curio, f 

Sir Toby Belch, ace 10 Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a fool Knight, pretending to 
Olivia. 

A ſca-captain, friend to Viola. 

Fabian, ſerwant to Olivia. 

Malvolio, a fantafiical feward to Olivia. 

Cixvr, ſervant to Olivia. 


c Gentlemen attending on the Duke. 


Olivia, a lach of great beauty and fortune, belov'd by tht 
Duke. 


Viola, i» ove with the Duke. 


Maria, Olivia's woman, 


Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other attendants, 
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WHAT YOU WILL. 


„en 


Enter the Duke, Curio, aud Lordi. 
Dude. [| F muſick be the food of love, play on, 


Give me excels of it; that ſurſeiting 
The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 
That ſtrain again, it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the fivect fouti 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour. Huth! no more ; 
Tis not ſo ſweet now as it was before. 
O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art chou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there 
Of what validity and pitch ſoc'er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute; 1o full of ſhapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke. What, Curia? 

Cur. The hart. 

Dake. Why fo I do, the nobleſt that I have; 
O when my eyes did fee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the air cf peſtilence; 
That inſtant was 1 turn'd into a hart, 

And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Eer ſince purſue me, How now, what news from her ? 


A 2 Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 
Lal. So pleaſe my lord, I might not be admitted, 

But from hier hand-maid do return this anſwer: 

The element it ſelf, "till ſeven years hence, 

Shall not beho!d her face at ample view; 

But like a clovitreſs ſhe will veiled walk, 

And water once a day her chambers round 

Vruh eye-oftending brine ; all this to ſeaſon 

A brother ; dead love e, Which the would keep freſh 

And laſting in her {ad remembrance ſtill. 

Dube. O ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 

Hath kill'd the flock of all Affections elſe 

That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, 

Theſe ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fi b Id, 

Her ſweet perfections, with one ſelt-iame King! 

Away before me to {weet beds of flowers, 

Love- thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd u ith bowers.{ Exeunt. 

Euter Viola, a Captain and Sailors. 
Vio. What country, friends, is this:? 
Cap. Ihria, lacy. 
No. And what ſhould I do in Illi ia ? 

My brother he is in F/frrm. 

Perchance he is not drown'd ; wv hat think you, ſailors ? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your ſelf were fav'd. 
Via. O my poor brother ! ſo perchance may he be. 
Cap. True, madam: and to comfort you with chance, 

Aſſure your ſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 

When you, and that poor number fav'd with you, 

Hung on our driving boat, I faw your brother, 

Molt prevident in peril, bind himfelf 

{Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

Jo a itrong matt that liv'd upon the ſea; 

Where like Ain on the dolphin's back, 

I ſee him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So long as I could {ee. 

Vis. There's gold for ſaying fo, 

Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 

'Thre like of hun. Know'lt thou this country? 

Cap, Ay, Madam, well; for I was_bred and born 

Nat three hours travel from this very place. Vio. 


„ = Bs al... 


nt. 


e, 


10. 


* - Bl el. 


Gi 


f 7 # 17) 1.“ 
7 you Wii. 


Vio. Who governs here? 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature as in name, 
Jio. What is hi name:? 
fi ap. O ino. ; 
Vio. Oris I ave heard my father name him 
He was à batchelor then. 
Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late 
For but a month ago 1 went from hence, 
And then 'twas freſh in murmur as vou Know 
What great ones do, the lels will prattle of 
That he did ſcek the love of fair Oli. 
Vio. What's le? = 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy'd ſome twelve months fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his fon, her brother. 
Who thortly alfo dy'd ; for whote dear love, 
They fay, ſhe hath abjur'd che fight 
And company of men. 
Vio. O that I ferv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd ro the world, 
Till I had made mine own occalion meilow 
What my eftate is! 
Cap. That were nard to compaſs, 
Becauſe ſhe wil! admit no Kind of ſuit, 
No, not the Duke's. 
Vio. I here is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution ; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward character : 
I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what J am, and by my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The form of my intent. I'll! ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains ; for ] can fing, 
And ſpeak to him in many forts of muſick. 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
V hat elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eves not ſee. 


* 
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Jo. I thank thee, lead me on. [ Excunt · 


Enter Sir Toby, and Mari. 
Sir To, What a pla gue means my neice to take the 
death of her brother thus? J am ſure care's an enemy to 


life. 

Mar, By my troth, Sir Tely, you muſt come in earlier 
a-night: ; Yor neice, my lady, takes great exceptions to 
your ill hours. 

1 0; Why let her except. before excepted 

Mar. Ay, but ycu muſt conſine your ſelf within the 
moet! limits of order. | 

Str To. Confine? I'll confine my ſelf ro finer than I 
am; theſe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and fo 
be theſe boots too; if they be not, let them hang g them- 
ſelves in their own ſtraps. 

Mar. That quafling and drinking will undo you ; I 
heard my lady taik of it yekereay, and of a foohſa 
Knight that you brought in one night here, to be he 
oder. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-check ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

S:r To. He's as tall a man as any in ra, 

Sar. What's that to the Pu rpoſe! ? 

Cin 7. Why he has three thouſand ducats a year 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe du- 
cats: He's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To, Fie, that you'll ſay ſo! he E o'th' viol- 
de-gambo, and ſpeaks three or four lar: gua ges word 
for word without N and hath all the good giſts of 
nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural ; for beſides that 
he's a fool, he's a great quar rreller ; and but that he hath 
tie gift of a coward to a! lay the guit he hath in quarrel- 
ling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave 

Sir T ho. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſub- 
ſtractors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my neice : I'II drink 
to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, and drink 
in {/;ria, He's a coward and a coyſtril that will not 

drink 


Nhat you will 7 


en NT + drink to mv neice 'till his brains turn o'th' toe like a 
pariſh top. What wench ? Caſtiliano νẽ,ẽ for lere 


the comes Sir Audrew Avur-firce. 
F-.v0 nter Si- Andrew. 

1 Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby Belch ? 
ner Sin To. Sweet Sir Andrew / 
to Sir And, Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 


AMar. And you too, Sir. 

Ser To. Accoſt, Sir Andrea, accolt. 
the Sir And, W hat's TH At-f 

Sir Jo. My neice's chamber m aid. 


11 Sir 4:4. Good miſtreſs Accaſt, 1 deſire better acquain- 
ſo 2 
5 tance. 
888 Mar. Ny name 1s: Mary, Sir. 
7 Str Lud. Good miſ reſs Mary Accoſt. 
I Sir To. You miſtake, Knight: Accoſt is, front her, 
a board her, woce her, aſſail her. | 
e Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 


this company. Is that the meaning of accoſt? 
Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. | 
a Sir To. If thou let her part ſoc, Sir Andrew, would 
thou migitit never draw ſword again, 
Sir Aud. If vou part ſo, mittreis, T would I might 
never draw ſword again. Fair lady, do you think you 


** have fools in hand ? 
| > Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 
1 Sir Aud. Marry but you ſhall he ve, an wy my 
> Mar. Now 3 Sir, thought 15 free: I = ray YOU ring 
pf your hand to ti: by rtery bar, and let it drin "3h 
Sir And. Wherefore, ſweet heart? Mhat's your me- 
d taphor ? 
a Mar. It's dry, Sir. 
ho Sir Aud. Why, I think ſo: T am not ſuch an aſs, but 
* J can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeſt? 
Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 
* Sir Aud. Are you full of them ? 
Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my firgers ends : 
: marry, now [ let go vour hand, I am barren. Exit Mar. 
Sir To. O Knight, thou lack ſta cup of canary: when 
: did Iſee thee fo put down? | 
| . Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unleſs yeu fee 


- Canary put me down: Mcthinks ſometimes I kave no 
| & 924 more 
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more wit than a chriſtian or an ordinary man has; but ! 


am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does harn to 
my WII. 
Ser To. No queſton. 


1 


97. Aud. If I thought that, I'd forſwear it. I'll ride 
home to- r Sir Toby. 
25 To. Pour guy, my dear Knight? 

Hir 2 W hat 1s peut guzy ? do, or not do? I would 
l hid beltoved that time in the tongues, that I have in 
feneing, Gancirg, and bear-baiting. O had I but fol- 
JIow'd the arts, 


Fir To Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of hair. 


Err And. WAY; would that have mended my hair ? 
Sir Zo. Faſt queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not cool my 
nature, 

Sir Ard. But it becomes me well enough, docs't not. 

Sir To. Excellent, & hangs like flax on a diſtaff; and 
J hope to fee a houſe wife take thee between her legs 
and 1 it Off. 

Sin And. Faith I'll home to-morrow, Sir Joby, your 
ne ice will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhe'll 
none cf me: The Duke himſelf here hard by wooes 
her. 

Sir 77. She'll none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll not match a- 
reve fer degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; J have 
h-ard her wear. Tut, there's life in't man. 

Sir Aud. P'Il ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o'tlé ſtrangeſt mind iti? world: 1 delight in mas ks and 
revels ſometimes altogether. 

Sir 75. Art thcu good at theie kick-ſhaws, Knight? 

Sir And. As any man in ria whatſoever he be, un- 
der thc degree of my betters, and yet 1 will not com- 
pare . ith an old man. 

Sir To. What is tky excellence in a galliard, Knight? 

Sir And. Faith, I i: can cut a c er. 

Si- * And I can cut the mutton tot. 

Si And. And I think I have the back-trick, ſimply as 
ſtrong as any man in Aid. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe thin gs hid ? wherefore 
hive theſe giſts a curtain before em? are they like ta 
take duſt, like miſtreſs Malls picture; why doſt thou 
not go to church in a ggalliard, and come home in a 
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coranto? my very walk ſtould be a jig ! T would not fo 
much as make water but in a ſfink-a- Face: What doit 
thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? | did think, 
by the excellent conſlitution of thy leg, it was torin'd 
under the ſtar of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, "tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-colcur'd ſtocking. Si all we ſet about ſome 
revels ? 

Lir To. What ſhall we do elſe; were we not born un- 
der Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurns ? that's ſides and heart. 

Sir To. No, Sir, ic is legs and thighs. Let me ſee thee 
caper ; ha, higher : Ha, ha, excellent, [ Excurt, 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 

Lal. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no ſtranger, 

Vis. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love. Is 
he inconſtant, Sir, in his favours. 

Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 
I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 

Dude. Who ſaw Cejario, hoa : 

Lie. On your attendance, my lord, here, 

Hue. Stand you a while aloof. Car 75, 

Thou know'lt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret foul. 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Fe net deny'd accels, ſtand at her doors, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 

il! thou have audience, 

Lia. Sure, my noble lord, 

If the be ſo abandomd to her ſorrow 
As it is poke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and Jeap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Jio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then? 

Daze. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
SUrPrize ner with diſcourſe of my dear faith ; 


It ſhall become thee well to act my Woes 3 
She WU] attend it better in thy youth, 
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Than in a nuncio's of more grave aſpect. 

Lis. I think not fo, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy Years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious ; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a woman's part. 
I know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair: Some four or five attend him, 
All if you will; for 1 my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy lord, 
To call his fortunes thine, 

Vio. V'il do my belt 
To woo your lady; yet, O baneful ſtrife ! 

Who-c'er I woo, my {elf would be his wite, (EXE. 
. Bunter Maria and Clo NUN, 

Mar. Nay, eith er tell me where thou haſt been, or © 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a brittle may enter in 
way of try excule; my lady Will hang thee for thy 
ab ence. 

C55. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 
world need fear no colours 


Mar. Niake that g001. 
(6:2. He mall fee none to fear 
Mar. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 


that iaying was born, of J fear no colours. 

3 V here, good miſtreſs Mary ? 
Aer. In the wars, and that may you be bold to ſay in 
your tc DOIeTy, 

Ch. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it; and 
thoſe that are fools et them uſe their talents. 

far. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab- 
fenit, © or bs turn'd away; is not that as good as a hanging 
to 53 

Ch. 2 * a good hanging prevents a bad marriage 3 
und for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 

I. Jan. * 94 0 reſolute then ? 

J. Not to neither, but I am reſolv'd on two points. 

Nan. That if one break the other will ko'd ; or, ut 
boch break, your gaskings fall, 

Ct, 


lere 


11 


Ch. Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy way, 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as Wiity a 


piece of Eve's fleſh as any in 1/hria. 


Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that : Here comes 
my lady ; make your excuſe wiſely, you were belt. [Exz?. 


Enter Olivia and Mair olio. 


Ch. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into gocd fool- 
ing; thoſe wits that think they have thee do very oſt 
prove fools ; and I that am ſure I lack thee, may pats 
for a wiſe man. For what ſays Puinapalus, better a 
witty fool than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs thee lady, 


Oli. Take the fool away. 


Ch. Do you not hear fellows, take away the lady. 
Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool; 1'il no more of you 


beſides you grow diſhoneſt. 


Ch. Iwo faults, Madre, that drink and good coun- 
{el will amend; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 


fool not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf ; 


if 


he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt if he cannot, let the 


© 


botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended: is but 
patch'd ; virtue that tranigrefles is but patch'd with fin, 


and fin that amends is but patch'd with virtue 


If that 


this ſimple ſillogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what 


remedy : ? as there is no true cuckold but calamity 


ſo 


beauty's a flower: The lady bad take away the fool, 


therefore I ſay again, take her away. 
O77. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 


Co. Nliſpriſion in the higheit degree. ady, Cucullus 
non facit monachun: 3 that“ S as much as to * I wear not 
motley in my brain: Good 1Z7adoza, give me leave to 


prove you a fool. 
Oli. Can you do it; 
C Dexterouſly, * Madona. 


Oli. Make your proof. 


Ch. I muſt catechize you for it, Madna ; good my 


moule of virtue aniwer me. 


Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, 


your proof. 

Ch. Good Madonæ why mourit'it thou? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
Co. I think his foul is in hell, Madona, 
O I know his foul is in heav'n, fool. 


I'll bid 


Ch. 


your fouling grows old, and people diſlike it. 
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Ch. The more foo! you, Madono, to mourn for your 
brother's ſoul being in heav'n: take away the foo), gen- 
tlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth he 
not mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, *till the pangs of death ſhake 
him, infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth ever make 
better the fool. 

Clo. Goc ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increaſing your folly : Sir Toby will be {worn that I 
am no fox, but he will not paſs his word for two pence 
that you are no fool. 

Oui. How ſay you to that, Malvolis ? 

Na. I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal; I ſaw him put down the other day with an 
ordinary fool that has no more brains than a ſtone. Look 
you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs von laugh 
and mia er occaſion to him, he is gnog'd. | proteſt I 
take theie wiſe men that crow ſo at theſe ſet kind of 
fools, no better than the fools Zanes. 

O#. O you are ſick of felf-lJove, Maltolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite, To be generous, guiltleſs, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for bird- 
bolts that you deem canon-bullets : There is no flander 
in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor 
ro railing in a known diſcreet man, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 

Cie. Now Mercury incue thee with leaſing, for thou 
{pcak'it well ef fools. 

Enter Nſarh. 

Mar. Miadam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 

ch defires to ſpeak with von. 

Ci. Frem the Count 7 #9 is it? 

Aer. I know not, mein, tis a fair young man, and 
well attended. 

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay? 

Mr. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle. 

OF. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeaks nothing but 
madman: Fic on him. Go you, Malvolio; it it be a ſuit 
from the Count, I am fick, or not at home. What you 
will to diſmiſs it. [Exit Malvolio.] Now fee, Sir, how 


Ci. 
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Ch. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeſt 
ſon ſhould be a fool : whoſe ſcull Fove cram with brains, 
for here comes one of thy kin haz a moit weak Pia- 
matrer. 

Enter Str Toby . 

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at the 
gate, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman ? what gentleman ? 

Sir To. Tis a gentleman here. A plague o' theſe 
pickie herring : how now, fot? 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. ; 

Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come ſo early by 
this lethargy ? | 

Sir Te, Letchery, I dee letchery : there's one at the 
gate. 

Oli. Ay marry, what is he? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not; 
give me faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. [Ex. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Ch. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman: one 
draught above heat makes kim a fool, the ſecond mads 
him, and a thnd drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him fit o' 
my uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink; he's 
drown'd ; go look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ſhall 
look to the madman. [ Ex. Clown, 
Enter Nlalvolio. 

Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will ſpeak 
With you. I told him you were ſick, he takes on him to 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
you. I told him you were afleep, he ſeems to have a 
tore-knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpealæ 
with you. What is to be ſaid to him, lady? he's fortiſi- 
ed againſt any denial. 

Oi. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand at 
your door like a ſheriff's poit, and be the tupporter to a 
bench, but he'il ſpeak with you. | 
O/i. What kind o'man is he? 

Dal. Why, of mankind, 
Oli. 


{ 
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Oli. What manner of man? 

Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, will 
you or no. 

O/:. Of what perionage and years is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a boy; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſcod, or a cod- 
Ling when 'tis almoſt an apple: "us with him in flanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour'd, 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly ; one would think his mo- 
ther's milk were ſcarce out of him. 

Oli. Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. Exit. 

Enter Maria. 

Oli. Give me my vail: come, throw it'o'er my ſace; 

We'll once more hear Or/z's embaſſy. 
Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is ſhe ? 

Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her; your will? 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the 
houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to caſt away 
my ſpeech ; for beſides that it is exceliently well penn'd, 
I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties let me 
{uitain no ſcorn; I am very comptible, even to the leaſt 
ſiniſter uſage. 

Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 

Vio. I can fay little more than I have ſtudied, and 
that queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 
me modelt aſſurance, if yoa be the lady of the houſe, 
that I may proceed in my ſpcech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice, I ſwear Jam not that I play. Are you 
the lady of the houſc ? 

Oli. If I do not uſurp my felf, I am. 

Vio. Moſt certain, it you are ſhe, you do uſurp your 
ſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve 
but this is from my commiſſion, I will on with my 
ſpeech in your praiie, and then ſhew you the heart of my 
meſſage. s 

Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you 
the praiſe. 

Fs, 
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Fin, Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis poe- 
tical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you 
keep it in. I heard you were ſawcy at my gates, and [ 
allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you have 
reaſon, be brief: 'tis not that time of the moon With me, 
to make one in ſo skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoit fail, Sir? here lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull a little longer. 
Some molliſicatior for your giant, iweet lady: tell me 
your mind, I am a meſienger. | 

Oli. Sure you have ſome hedious matter to deliver, 
when the curteſie of it is ſo fearful. Speak your Office. 

Vio. It alones concerns your ear. I bring no overture 
of war, no taxation of homage ; 1 hold the olive in my 
hand: my words are as full of per.ce as matter, 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 
would you ? 

Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me have I 
learn'd from my entertainment. What J am, and what J 
would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your ears, divi- 
nity ; to any other's, prophanation. 

Oli. Give uz the place alone. [Zæit Mari. ] We will 
hear this divinity. Now, Sir, Wiat is your text ? 

Lio. Moſt iweet lady. 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be ſaid 
of it. Where lyes the text? 

Vio. In O/,ixo's boſom. 

O77. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom ? 

Vio, Lo anſwer by the method, in the firit of his 
heart. 

Oli, O, I have read it; it is hereſie. Have you no 
more to jay ? 

Vio. Good madam let me ſee veur face. 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your lord to nego- 
tiate with my face; you are now out of your text; but 
we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you the picture. 
Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent : is't not 
well done ? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli. Tis in grain, Sir, "twill endure wind and wea- 
ther, bog Vis, 
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77%. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, 
If you will lend theſe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

O77. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted ; T will give 
ont divers ichedules of my beauty. It ſhall be invento- 
ried, and every particle and utenſil labell'd to my will. 
As, Item, two lips indifferent red. Tem, two grey eyes, 
with lids to them, Lem. one neck, one chin, and fo 
forth. Were you ſent hither to praiſe me ? 

Vio. I fee you what you are, you are too proud: 

But if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and maſter loves you: O ſuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho* you were crown'd 
Ine non-pareil of beauty. 

Oli. Fow does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with ſigbs of hre, 

Oi. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 

him; 
Yet I ſuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And in dimenſion and the ape of nature 
A gracious perſon; yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his anſwer iong ago. 


= 
Jie. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 


With ſuch a ſuſtering, ſuch a dead]y lite, 
In your dema] I wouid find no fentc : 
I would not underſtand it. 

Oi. Why, what would you do? 

Vio. Make mea willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my foul within the houſe ; 
Write loyal cantos of contemned love, 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhould not reit 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 

Oli. You might do much: 


What is your parentage 2 e. 
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Fiz. Above my fortunes, yet my Rate is well; 
] am a gentleman, 
Oli. Get you to your lord; 
cannot love him: let him fend no more, 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your pains ; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. Jam no feed-poit, lady; keep your purſe; 
My Mafter, not my ſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love, make his heart of flint, that you {hall love, 
And let your fervour like my maſter's be, 
Plac'd in contempt : farewel, fair cruelty. [ Exit, 
Oli. What is your parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 


Jam a gentleman —['il be ſworn thou art. 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, an! ſpirit, 

Do give thee five-fold blazon not too faſt ——— 
toft, ſoft, 


Unleſs the maſter were the man. How now ? 
Even fo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks [ feel this vouth's perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth 
To creep in at mine eyes, Well, let it be 
What hoa, Malvo/:o. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 

Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The Duke's man ; he left this ring behind him 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for bim: 
It that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
Pt give him reaſon for't. Hye thee, Maltvolis. 

Mal. Madam, a will. 

Oli. I do! know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye tov great a flatterer for my mind: 
Fate, ſhew thy force ; our ſelves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed mult be; and be this ſo. [Ex!7. 
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Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian 


Antonio. ILL you itay no longer? will you not 
that J go with you? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly over 
me ; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diftemper 
yours ; therefore I crave of you your leave, that I may 
bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for your 
love, to lay any of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound. 

Seb. No ſooth, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer 
extravagancy : but I perceive in you io excellent a touch 
of modeſty, chat you will not extort from me what 1 am 
willing to keep in; a e it charges me in manners 
the rather to expreſs my ſelf: you matt know cf me 
then, Antonio, my name 1s Seba/ ian, Winch 1 cali'd Ra- 
dorigo; my father was that Sebaſtian SS Meſſaline, whom 
I know you have heard of, He left behind him, my 
ſeif, and a Siſter, both born in one hour; if the heav'ns 
had been pleas'd, weuld we had ſo ended! but you, Sir, 
alter'd that, for ſome hours before you took me from tie 
breach of the fea, was my ſiſter drown'd. 

Ant. Alas the day ! 

Seb. A lady, Sir, tho' it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 
bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho 
I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-far believe 
that, yet thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a 
mind that envy could not but call fair: ſhe is drown'd 
already, Sir, with ſalt water, tho' I ſeem to drown her 


remembrance again with more. 


Ant. Pardon me, Sir, vour bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Anton, forgiv eme your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let me 
be your ſervant. . 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it not. Fare 
you well at once, my boſom is fall of kin Ineſs, and I am 
yet ſo near the manners of my mother, that upon the leaſt 
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occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 


bound to the Duke Or/4n7s court; farewel). 

Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee. 

J have made enemies in Orf7s court, 

Elſe would I very ſhortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee fo, 

That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. 
Enter Viola and Malvolio at ſeveral des. 

Mal, Were not you Cen now with the Countels 
Olivia? 

Viz. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have ſince 
arrived but hither, 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; yo1 might 
have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your ſelf 
She adils moreover, that you ſhould put your Jord into a 
deſparate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in 
his affairs, unleſs 1t be to report your lord's taking of this: 
receive it ſo. 

Vis. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and 
her will is, it ſnould be ſo return'd: if it be wroth ſtoop- 
ing for, there it lyes in your eye; if not, be it his that 
finds it. [ Exit. 

Fio., I left no ring with her; what means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid my outfide have not charm'd her! 

She made gocd view of me, indeed ſo much, 
That ſure methought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſh meſſenger. 

None of my lord's ring? Why he ſent her none. 
Jam the man If it be ſo as tis, 

Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 

Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy docs much, 

How eaſie is it, for the proper falſe 

In womens waxen hearts to ſet their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge? my maker loves her dearly, 
And I poor monſter, fond as much on him; 


[ Exit, 
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And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 

Wnat will become of this? as Iam man, 

My itate is cefperate for my maſter's love; 

As I am woman, now alas the day, 

What thriftleſs ſighs ſnall poor Oliauu breathe ? 

O time, thou muit untangle this, not 1, 

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [Ex3, 


Enter Sir Toby and Si, Andrew. 


Lir To. Approach Sir 4udroavi not to be a-bed after 
midnight, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo furgere, thu 
know'tt. 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A falſe concluficn : I hate it as an unfill'd cer; 
to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early 
ſo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed be- 
times. Does not our life conſiſt of the four elements? 

Sir And. Faith ſo they ſay, but I think it rather con- 
ſiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Tart a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Maria I fay, a ſtoop of wine, 

Enter Clxen. 

Fir Aud. Here comes the tool, rfaith. 

Cle. How now, my hearts ? did you never ſee the pic- 
ture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome aſs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaſt. 
I had rather than ferty ſhillings IT had ſuch a leg, and io 
ſwect a breath to ſing, as the fool has. Inſooth thou 
welt in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſt 
of Pigrogromitus, of the YVopians paſſing the equinoClial of 
Jueubus ? *twas very good riaith: I ſent thee fix pence 
tor thy lemon, hadſt it? 

C/o. I did impeticos thy gratility ; for Ma/vekys noſe 
is no Whip- ſtock. My lady has a White hand, and the 
mirmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 

Sir And. Excellent: why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done. Now a ſong. | 
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di, To. Come on, there's ſix pence for you Let's have 
a ſong | 3 2 
Sir And. There's a teſtril of me too; if one knight 
ive a 
Ch. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of good 
be? ©... 
Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 
Sar And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life, 


Clxn fins „g 


2 miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming : 4 
O /tay and hear, your true hwes comin? i, 
That can fing both high and liv. 
Trip ns further, pretty feveeting, 
Fourneys end in lovers meeting, 
Eve ty wiſe man's ſon doth know 


Sir And. Excellent good, "faith, 
Sir To. Good, good, 


Cio. What is ve ? tis not hereafter : 
Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter: 
l hat's ts come, ts fill unſure. 
Ii delay there les no plenty, 
Then come kiſs me feveet and twenty : 


Youth's a Ruff avill not endure. 


Si, And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight, 

dr To, A contagious breath. 

Sir Jud. Very tweet and contagious, faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
Bat ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed ; ſhall we 


rouze the night-ow! in a catch, that will draw three 


ſouls out of ane weaver ? ſhall we do that ? 

Sir Aud. An you love me, let's do't: I ama dog at a 
catch. 

Ch. Byr lady, Sir, an! ſome dogs will catch well. 

Sr And. Moſt certain; let our catch be, Thou 4navwe, 

Cho. Hold thy peace, thou hnave, knight. I ſhall be 
conltrain'd in't, to call thee knave, knipht 

Sir Aud. I's not the firſt time I have conſtrain'd one 
to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, Hold thy 
peace. 


Cl. | 
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C/o. I ſhall never begin, if Ihold my peace. 
Sir And. Good Pfaith : come, begin. 


[They fing a catch, « 


Enter Maria. 
Mar. What a catterwailing do you keep here? If my 
lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 
Sir To. My lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, Mal. 
eolio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men be we, Am ' 
not I co nanguinius ? am not I of her blood? Till wal. 
ley, lady! there dwelt a man in Babylon, /ady, lad. 
Cie: 
C/o. Beſhrew me, the knight's an admirable 4 n 
Ser And. Ay, he does well enough if he be dupos'd, 
and fo do I too: he dees it with a better grace, but I do 
it more natural. 
Sir To. O twelfth day of December, [ Sin7ing, > 
Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 
Enter Malvoiio. 
Mal. My maſters, are you mad? or what are you? 
have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble 1; like 
tinkers at this time of night? do you m make an aic-houſe of 
my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coziers catches 
without any mitigation or remorſe of voice? is there no 
reſpect of places perſons, nor time in you? 
Sir Jo. We did Keep time, Sir, in our catches. N 
Strike up. 
Mal. Sir Toby, T muſt be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her uncle, ſhe's 
nothing ally'd to your diforders. If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your miidemeanors, you are welcome to the 
houſe : if not, an it would pleaſe you to take leave of her, 
ſhe 1s very willing to bid you farewel. 
Sir To. Farewel, dear heart, ſince I muſt needs be 
gone. 
Mal. Nay, good Sir Teby. 
Clo. His eyes do ſhew 15 days are almoſt done. 
Mal. Is't even ſo? 
Sir To. But I will never die. 
Ch. Sir Toby, there you lie. 
Mal. This is much credit to you, 
Ser To. Shall I bid him go? [Singing. 


(C/o, 


What you will, 


Ch. What and if you do? 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and ſpare not? 

Ch, O no, wa, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'tane, Sir, ye lie: art thou any more 
than a ſteward ? doſt thou think becauſe thou art virtu- 
ous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ate ? 

Ch. Yes, by faint Aune; and ginger ſhall be hat i'th* 
mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt ith” right. Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ſtoop of wine, Maria. 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour at 
any thing more than contempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this hand. 

[ Exit. 

Mar. Go ſhake your ears. j 

Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
man's a huugry. to challenge him to the field, and then 
to break promiſe with him, nd make a fool ot tim. 

Sir To. Do't Knight, I'II write thee a chllenge: or I'll 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth, 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; ſince the 
vouth of the Duke's was to-day with my lady, ſhe is 
much out of quiet. For NMfonſieur Malvolio, let me a- 
lone with him; if I do not gull him into a nay-word, 
and make him a common recreation, do not think I have 
wit enough to lye ſtraight in my bed: I know I can do it. 

Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 

Mar, Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 

Sir T9. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquiſite rea- 
fon, dear Knight. 2 

Sir And I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but I have 
reaſon good enough. | 

Mar, The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
fantly but a time-pleaſer, an affection'd aſs, that cons 
ſtate without book, and utters it by great ſwarths. The 
beſt perſuaded of himſelf : So cram'd, as he thinks, with 
excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 
look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable cauſe to work, 

Str To. What wilt thou do? 

May, 
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Mar. 1 will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiſtles of 
love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of 
his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himſelf 


molt feelingly perſonated. I can write very like my lady 


your neice ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. ] have it in my noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my neice, and that ſhe is in 
love with him. 

Mar. Ny purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horſe now would make him an 
aſs. a 

Mar. Aſs, T doubt not. 

Sir And. O "twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my phy- 
ſick will work with him. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: ob- 
ſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night to bed, ard 
dream on the event. Farewel. [Exzt. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthi/ilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir Fo. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me; What o'that ? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight: thou hadit need fend for 
more mony. 

Sir And If J cannot recover your neice, I am a foul 
Way out. 

Si; To, Send for mony, knight; if thou haſt her not 
1th end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
wall. 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome Jack, tis too 
late to go to bed now: come knight, come knight. 

[ Exeunt, 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome muſick; now good-morrow 
friends : 
Now good C2/ario, but that piece of ſong, 
X That 
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What you vill, 25 


That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night; 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More than light airs, and recollected terms 

Of theſe molt brisk and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verſe. 

Cyr. He is not here, ſo pleaſe your lordſhip, that 
ſhould ſing it. 

Duke. Who was it? 

Cur. Fejle the jeſter, my lord, a fool that the Indy 
/ivia's father took much delight in. He is about the 
houſe. 

Du e. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[Ex. Curio. [ Mufic, 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 
For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are, 
Unſtæid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this tune? 
io. It gives a very eccho to the ſeat 
Where love is thron'd. 
Duke. Thou dolt ſpealt maſterly. 
Aly life upon't, young tho thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon tome favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy ? 
Fi. A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is't? 
Viz. Of your complexion. 
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What vears 1'faith ? 
Jo. About your years, my lord. 
Dude. Too old, by heav'n; let itt}! the woman takes 

An elder than her ſelf, to wears ſhe to him; 

So {ways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 

For, boy, however we do praite our ſelves, 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfiin, 

\ſore longing, wavering, ſooner loit and worn, 
Iban womens are. 

Vio. I think it well, my lord. 
Dude. Then let thy love be your ger than thy elf, 

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 


1 For 
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Mar. 1 will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiſtles of 
love, u herein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of 
his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himſelf 
moſt feelingly perſonated. I can write very like my lady 
your neice; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our hands. 

dir Jo. Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. ] have it in my noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my neice, and that ſhe is in 
love with him. 

Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horſe now would make him an 
aſs, 

Mar. Aſs, ] doubt not. 

Sir And. O "twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my phy- 
ſick will work with him. 1 will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: ob- 
ſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewel. [Ex:t. 

Sir To. Good night, Pen:hi/ilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me ; What o'that? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight: thou hadit need {end for 
more mony. 

Sir And If J cannot recover your neice, I am a foul 
Way out. 

Si, To, Send for mony, knight; if thou haſt her not 
1th* end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
wall. 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome ſack, tis too 
late to go to bed now: come knight, come knight. 
| [ Exeunt, 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome mulick; now good-morrow 
friends : 
Now good C2/ario, but that piece of ſong, 
That 


t 


What you will. 25 


That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night; 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More than light airs, and recollected terms 

Of theſe molt bris|: and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verſe. 

Cur. He is not here, ſo pleaſe your lordſhip, that 
ſhould ſing it. 

Duke. Who was it! 

Cur. File the jeſter, my lord, a fool that the lady 
O/ivia's father took much delight in. He is about the 
houſe. 

Dy te. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

f [Ev. Curio, Iiſicł. 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
in the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 
For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are, 
Unſtæid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
dave in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How dott thou like this tune ? 

Vis. It gives a very eccho to the feat 
Where love is thron'd, 

Duke. Thou dolt ſpealt maſterly. 
Aly lite upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon tome favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Lis. A little, by your favour, 

Duke. What kind of woman is't? 

Jio. Of your complexion. 

Dude. She is not worth thee then. What vears 1'jaith ? 

Jo. About your years, mv lord. 

Dude. Too old, by heav'n; let ſtill the woman takes 
An elder than her ſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him; 

So ſways the level in her hatband's Beart. 

For, boy, however we do praite our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfitin, 

More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Jan womens are. 

o. I think it well, my lord. ; 

Dude. Then Jet thy love be your ger than thy ſelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 
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For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower 

Being once diſplay'd, doth fail that very hour, 
Viz. And ſo they are: alas, that they are fo, 

To die, even when they to perfection grow! 


Euter Curio and Clam. 


Duke. O ſellow come, the ſong we had laſt ni 
Mark it, Ce/ario, it is old and P! ain; 

The ſpi inſters and the knitters in the fa un, 
And the free maids tha weave their thre ad with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it: it is filly footh 
And dallies with the innocence of 100 * 
Eike the old age 

Clo. Are you ready, Sir! 

Dute. I priythee ſing. 2 


Come, awvay, come away, d. ath, 
8 1 
And in jad cypreſs let ne be leid 
Fly agrar, fly aavay, breath, 


Jan * in by 4 fur cruel * id. * 
My fhrowd of ze hate, ſtucſ ali with yer 

Prepare it. 
Aly tart of death no one jo tue 

Did hare it. 


Not a flower, not a fiaver feet, 
On my black coffin let there be flrowy * 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corps, avhere my bones ſhall be Ihr 
A thouſand thouſan d ſrens to Jade, 
Lay me where 
True lover never find my grave, 
To WELD there, 
Due. There's for thy pains. 
C/o. No pains, Sir; I take pleaſure in ſinging, Sir. 
Dake. I'll pay thy pleaſure then. 
Ch. Truly, Sir, and pleaſure will be paid one time or 


Gther, 
Dude 
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Dude. Give me now leave to! leave thee. 

Cc PR | 
Ch. Now the melancholy god protect thee, and t. 
taylor make thy double f Clang euble taftata , ior thy 


mind is a ver) opal. ] wou'd have 11 en cf ſuch conſtancy 


2 . J 
put to ſea, that their buſinets mi; gat be every thing, and 

? I: | 7% 1 30 
their intent every here, for that's it that always makes A 
good voyage of n othing. Fare ol, [Ex7 xit. 
& . 


\ 
Duke. Jet all the rett vive place. Once more, Ce 'Jeiridy 
Get thee to yond fame fovercign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the V -or!d, 

Prizes not quantity of vurty lands; 
The parts tha it fortune hath be! 


n 

1 * - 

igw'd upon her, 
1 * | EF <a i © 

Tell her 1 ho.u By TRY as IJTTUnc. 

Nut 'tis that miracle, and queen oi ZEMS 


& 


That nature pranks her in, attracts my foul. 
Vi. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir? 
Duke. It cannet be ſo an ſwer'd. 

Via. Sooth, bar you mul 
Say that lome lady, as perl. aps there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 

As you have for Ollisuas: you cannot love her 

Von tell her ſo ; muſt ſhe not © then: be aniver's. ? 
Dude. There is no woman's ſides 

Can bide the beating of % * a e. 

As love doth give my heart: no wo%mꝶmꝶ neart 

So big to ho 45 lo much; they a ck e ous 

Alas, their love may be cal Wd appetite: 

No motion of the liver, but the pallzt 

That ſuffers {urfert, cloyment, and revolt: 

But mine is all as hun gry as he ſen 

And can digeſt as mucli; wma 

Between that love 2 Woman can bear me, 

And that I owe Glue, 

Vis. Ay but i know WER 

Duke. What doit tho U I-now ? 

Pio. Too weil what love women to men ma, 
In faith they are as true of + pokes We. 
My fathe r had a daughter 8 a man, 

As it micht be, per b. ps, were la woman, 


J ould - 50 Dur lord? 1! up. 
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Duke. What's her hiſtory ? 
Vio. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love, 
£ But let concealment, like a worm i'th' bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
© and with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She ſat like patience on a monument, 
smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed, 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
F Ya, I'mall the daughters of my father's houte, 
And all the brothers too — and yet I know notpaoꝗ⁵ 
Sir, ſhall I to this lady ? 
Duke. Ay, that's the theam. 
To her in haſte ; give her this jewel: ſay, 
Aly love can give no place, bide no denay. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sr T5, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I' come; if J loſe a fcruple of this ſport, 
le: me be boil'd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Woulu'ſt thou not be glad to have the nig— 
gardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable 
tame? 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know he brought 
me out of tavour with my lacy, about a bear-baiting 
zere. 

Jin To. To anger him we'll have the bear again, and 
we will fcol him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir Au- 
reads. 

Sir Aud. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 


Euter Maria. 


Sir T9. Here comes the little villain: how now, my 

nettle of India? 
Mir. Get ye all three into the box-tree ; Malvolio's 
coming down this walk, that has been yonder i'th' fun 
prattif.ng 


unt, 
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praQt: ſins behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour, 
Obſerve "hi im, for the love of mockery ; for I know this 
letter will make a contemplative ideot of him. Cloſe, 


the name of jeſting, lye thou there; for here comes the 
trout that muit be caught with tickling, [ Exit, 
Euter Malvolio. 

Mal. *Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did aſfect me; and I have heard herſelf come thus 
near, that ſhould the fancy, it ſhould be one of mv 
complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 
reſpect, than any one elle that follows her, What ſhould 
I think on't ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue 

Fab. Oh peace: contemplation makes a rare turkey 
cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd plumes, 

Sir And. 'Slife, I could ſo | beat the Togu. 

Sir To. Peace, 1 ſay. 

Mal. To be Count Matos. 

Sir To Ah rg e! 

Sir And. Piſtol has: Piſtol him. 

Sir Jo. Peace, peace 

Mal. There is example for't: tas lady of the Strachy 
ried the yeoman of the wardrobe." 

Sir Ard. Fie on him, Fexebel, 

Fab. O peace, now he's deeply in; look how ima gi. 

nation blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, ſit- 
ting in my ſtate 

Sir Jo. O for a ſtone- bow to hit him in the eve. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet gown; havi ing come down from a day-bed, where 
I have left Olivia ſiceping. 

Si, To. Fire and brimitone ! 

Fab. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate; and alter 
a demure travel of regard, telling chem I know my pla ace, 
as I would they ſhould do theirs--to ask for my uncle 


FF 


Ser Te. Bolts and ſhackles ! 
Fab. Oh peace, peace, peace; now, now. Mal. 


hk 20 TwELFTH-NiGHT: Or, 

fy Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart make 
| Wl out fer him: 1 frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. Toby approaches, 


| curtſies to me. 
$ir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. The our iilence be drawn from us with cares, yet 
Peace. 

el. J extend my hand to him thus; quenching my 
Emiliur (nile with an _ re regard of controul. 

Sir To And dces not Tob; wy you 7. low o'th lips then. 


9444 
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Mal. S: ng, uncle 7 %%, n kortu- 105 hay ne caſt me 
a on your 7 neice, give me this pre 3 OL 11 e 
Cos 70. V. 14 ito * E. At ? 


Mal. You muſt a mend your drunkenneſs, 


Sir To. Out, ſca b 
mw. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our p'ot. , 
ial. Beſides f Leon waſte the treaſure of your time, with 
2 3 Knight —— 
Sir And. That 's me, I warrant you. 
1a. One Sir Andrew. 
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r Sir And. J knew 'twas I, for many do call me fool. 
5 Ia. What employ ment have we here. 
[Tal ing up a leiter. 

| Fab. Nov is the woodcock near the gin | 
0 | Sr Te. On per e ! now the {pirit of humeurs intimate 
h reading alcud to bim! 1 
„. Mal. Ly my life this is my lady's hard: Thee be her 
bo || very C's, her Cs, and her Te, and tl.us makes ſhe her 
great P's, It is, in contempt of queſt; on, her hand. 
0 Sir And. Her C's, her U s, and her T's: Why that ? 
il Aal. To the unknown belav'd, this, aud my good awijhes; + 
I ber very phraſes: By your leave, wax. Soft ! and | the 
Wy impreflure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal; tis 3 
0 my lady: To whom ſhould this be ? 


Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mal. Jove Lucas J ve, but who, lifs do mt move, 7: 
man muft know, No man muft know-—— what follows | 
the number's alter'd — no man muſt know — if this 


ſhould be thee, Malwvolio? 


Jetter. 
timate 


be ber 
he her 
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Sir Je. Marry hang thce, Brock ! 
Mai. 1 may command where I adore, but ſilence like a 
Lucrece %. 
With blonde fs fi 2 my heart doth gore, M. O. A. I. 46.0 
fevny ur Hife. 

Fab. A fallian ric ae, 

Sir 75. Excellent wench, fay J. 

Mal. I. O. A. IJ. doth ſway my life—nay, but fir 
let me ee let me ſee 4 

Fab. What a ali} 1 of poiſon has fe dreſe'd him? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ftallicn checks at it? 

Bial. IJ may commend here 1 ade. Why ſne may 
command me: I ſerve her, ſhe is n y lady. Why this 
is evident to any formal capacity. I here is no obſtructi- 
on in this — and the end — what ſhould that alphabeti- 
cal potion portend? if I could wake that reſemble ſome- 
thing in me? ſoſtly 00 = 

8 7 To. O, ay! make up that, he is now at a cold ſcent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry vron't ſor all this, tho' it be as 
rank as a fox. 

Mal. NI. 
my name. 

Fab. Did net J fay he would work it out? the cur is 
* at faults. 

zal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the ſequei; 
es ſuffers under probation : A ſhould tollow, but O 
does. 

Fav. And © my end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'jl cudge! hm. and make him cry O. 

Mal. And then e behind. 

Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you might 
ſee more detraction at your heels than ſortunes before 
you. 

Mal. M. O. 4 I.— this 8 is not as the for- 
mer and yet to cruih this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name. Sof', 
here follows pro! Cf this full into thy hand, rewvetuve. In 


Malvalio — 37. -—— why that begins 


Vi) gars Jam above thee, but be not " afraid of” greatneſs 3 
To me Are bor 72 gn eat, Home atch e. e greatneſs, and fome hate 
& eatneſs thrujt upon them. Thy fates open their þ ands, lest thy 


B 4 bland 
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bh and ffirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf to achat 
thou art like to be, caſt thy humble ſlough, and appear fri/b. 
Be oppoſite with a kinjman, farly with ſervants; Let thy 
tongue tang arguments of ſtate ; put thy ſelf into the trick of 


Aingularity. She tl us adviſes thee, that fiehs for thee, Re- 


member <who commended thy yellowv flackings, and æviſb'd to 


fee thee ever croſ5-garter'd. I ſay remember 3 go to, thou 


art made, if thou d:fireft to be ſo: If not, let me fee thee a 


fleward jlill, the fellow of ſervants, and not aworth to touch 
fortune's fingers. Farewel, She that would alter jerwices 


ewith thee. The fortunate and happy day-light and 
champian diſcovers no more: This is open. I will be 
proud, I will read politick authors, I will baffle Sir Ty, 
I will waſh cf grofs acquaintance, I will be point devite, 
the very man. I do now fool my ſelf, to let ima ginati- 
ou jade me; for every reaſon excites to this, that my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow ſtockings of 
late, ſhe did praife my leg, being croſs-garter'd, and in 
this ſhe manifeſts her ſel; to my love, and with a kind 
of injunction drives me to theie habits of her liking. I 
thank my ſtars, I am happy: I will be ſtrange, Rout, in 
yellow ſtockings, and crofs-garter'd, even with the ſwitt- 
neſs of putting on. Tove, and my ſtars be praiſed. Here 
is yet a poſlicript. Thou canſl not chuſe but knew na% Jam; 
if thou entertaineſ? my love, let it appear in thy ſmiling, thy 
ſmiles become thee well, Therefore in my prejence ftill (mile, 
dear my feveet, I pr*ythee, Four, I thank thee; I will 
ſmile, I will do every thing that thou wilt have me. [ Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this ſport for a pen- 
ſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir. And. So could I too. 

Sir 70 And ask no other dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 
ther jeſt. 


Euter Maria, 


Sir And. Nor I neither. 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To, Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my neck? 
| Sir Ant, 
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Si And. Or o' mine either? 
Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and be- 


come thy bond-ſlave ? 


Sir And. FI'faith, or I either ? 

Sir To. Why thou halt put him in ſach a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he mult run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like Aguæ vita with a midw.te. 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mars 
his firſt approach before my lady: He will come to her 


in yellow ſtockings, and 'tisa colour ſhe abhors ard 


cro{s-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and he will ſmile 


upon her, which will now te ſo unſuitable to her diſpoſiti- 


on, being addicted to melancholy, as ſhe is, that it can- 
not but turn him into a notable contempt : It you will 
ſee it, follow me. 


Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou moſt excellent: 


devil of wit. 


Sir And. I'll make one too. [Excunt,. 
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Euter Violia, and Claw 


He AV E thee, friend, and thy muſick: Doſt thou 


live by the tabor? 
Co. Ne, Sir, I live by the church; 
Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 
Ch. No ſuch matter, Sia, I do live by the church: For- 
Ido live at my houte, and my hou'e doth ſtand by theo- 


! chureh. 


Vis. So thou may'ſt ſay the King lyes by a beggar, if 


JI 2a beggar dwell near him : Or the church ſtands by thy- 
tabor, if thy tabor ſtand by the church. 


Ci. You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this age! a fentence- 


is but a chev'ril glove to a good wit ; how quickly the: 
; wrong fide may be turned outward? 


Vio. Nay, that's certain ; they that dally nicely. with? 
words may quickly make them wanton, 


R 3 : | | «og . 
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Ch. : would therefore my ſiſter had no name, Sir, 

Vio. Why, man? 

CH., Why, Sir, her name's a word, and to dally with 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton ; but indeed, 
words are very raſca!s, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 

Vio. The reaſon, man 

C/o. Troth, Sir, JI can yield vou none without words, 

and words are. grown fo falſe, I am loth to prove reaſon 
with Ty, 
I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careſt for 

55 

Ch, Not ſo, 8 do care for ſomething ; but, in 
my conſcience, Sir | do not care for you: If that be 
to care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you in- 
viſible, 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's ſool? 

Co. No indeed, Sir, the lady O/zvin has no follv, ſhe 
will keep no fool, Sir, till ſhe be married; and fools are 
as like husbands, as pilchers are to herrings; the hus- 
band's the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

10. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Ones. 

C. Foelery. Sir, does walk about the orb like the ſun, 
x ſhincs every Where. I. woald be ſorry, Sir, but the 
foo] ſhould be as oft with your maſter, as with my mittreis : 
I think I faw your wiſdom there. 

Lis. Nay, an thou pais upon me, I'll no more with 
thee, Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Ch. Now Tove, in his next commodity of hair, fend 
#ace 2 beard. 

Jie. By my troth, I'Il tell thee, I am almoſt fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within? 

Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 

Jie. Yes, being kept together, and put to ule. 

I would play lord Pagdarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 
br.ng a Cre/fda to this * 

Vo, 1 underſtand you, Sir, "tis well begg'd. 

Cle. The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging but 
a beggar: Creida was a beggar, My lady is within, 
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Sir, I will conſter to them whence you come; who vou 

are, and what vou would, is out of my welkin, I mig“Lt 

fay element, but the word is over-worn. {Exits 
J. This fellow is wiſe enongh to play the ſool, 

And to do that well, craves a 2 of wit: 

He mutt obſerve their mood on whom he jeits. 

The quality of the perſons, and the time; 

And like the haggard, check at every feather 

That comes before his eve, This is a practice 

As full of labour as a wiſe-man's art: 

For folly that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; 

But wile men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Si, Andrew. 


Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Ser And. Dicu vous guarde Menſicur. 

Vio. Et weus auffr, woftre ſervittur, 

Sir And. I hope, Sir, you are; and J am yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the houſe, my neice is de- 
ſirous you ſhould enter, if your trade be to her 

Viz. J am bound to your 'neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe is 
the liſt of my voyage. 

Sir Jo. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 

Lie. My legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my legs. 

- 7o, I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

I will anſwer you with gate and entrance, but we 

are = vented. 


Euter Olivia aud Maria. 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd lady, the heav*ns rain odours 
on you. . 
Sir Aud. That youtl's a rare courtier | rain odours ? well, 
Vio. My matter hach no Do ice, lady, but to your own 
molt pregnant and vouchſa tg ear. i 
Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſaſed: I'll get 
m all three. rcady. 
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Oli. Let the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [ Exxcut « dir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
zive me your hand, Lir. 
Fin, My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
O. 7. V hat is you name: 
His. Ceſaris ho your ſervant's name, fair princeſs. 
C7. fly ſervant, Sir? *'T'was never merry world, 
Since cl feigning was call'd compliment: 
Y*are ſervant to the > Duke Or ſins, youth. 
Vis. And he is y ours, and his muſt needs be yours : 
Your {fervant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
For him I think not on him: For his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me. 
Vio. Mladam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf, 
O. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
But would you uncertake another ſuit, 
I'd rather hear you to follicit that 
Than muſick from the ſpehres. 
Vio. Dear lady. 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment you did hear, 
A ring in chaſe of you. So did J abuſe 
My ſelf, my ſervant, and J fear me, you; 
Under your hard confirufton muſt 1 lit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ? 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the flake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your re- 
ceiving 
Enough is ſnewn; a cypreſs, not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak, 
Vio. J pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to love. 
Vio No not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. 
Oli. Why then methinks 'tis time to ſmile again; 
O world, kow apt the poor are to be proud? * 
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If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf ; [ Clock flrikes, 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 
There lies your way, due welt 
Vio. Then weſtward hoe: þ 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your ladyſhip, 
You'l} nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 
Oli. Stay; pr'ythee tell me what thou think'ſt of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are, 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. 
772, Then think you right: I am not what I am, 
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be. 
Vio. Would it were better, Madam, than I am, 
F wiſh it might, for now I am your fool. 
Oli. O what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt, and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon 
| Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon, 
Ce/ario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
] love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit nor reaſon can my paſſion hide. 
„Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought 1s good ; but given unſought 1s better, 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 
] have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has, nor never none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, fave I alone. 
And ſo adieu, good Madam ; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore. | 
Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may'ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 


[E xeunts | 
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Enter Sir Toby, Si, Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir And. No faith, I'Il not ſtay a jot longer. 

Str To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 

Fab. You muit needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andreav. 

Str And. Marry, I ſaw your neice do more favours 
to the Duke's ſerving- man than ever ſhe beſtow'd on 
me. TI faw't 'th' orchard, 
ag To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy, tell me 
that ? 

Sir And. As plain as I fee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
ward you. 

Sir And. Slight'! will you make an aſs o' me? 


Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of 


judgment and reaſon. 

Sir To. And they have been grand Jury men fince be- 
fore Nab was a ſailor. 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe va- 
Jour, to put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in 
vour liver. You ſhould then have accoſted her, and 
vith ſome excellent jeſts, fire-new from the mint, you 
ſhould have bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. I his 
was look'd for at your hand, and this was baulkt. 
The double gilt of this opportunity you let time waſh 
off, and you are now ſail'd into the north of my la- 
dy's opinion, where you will hang like an iſicle on 
a Dutchman's beard, unleſs you redeem it by ſome at- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with valour, 
for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a po- 
litician. 

Sir To. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the ba- 
ſis of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to fight 
with him, hurt him in eleven places, wy neice ſhall 
take note of it; and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no Jove- 
broker in the world can more prevail in man's commen- 
dations with women than report of valour. * 
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Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew, 

Sir Aud. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial-hand, be curſt and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, 
and full of invention; taunt him with the licenſe of 
ink; if thou thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be 
amiſs; and as many lies as will lye in thy ſheet of 
paper, although the ſheet were big enough for the 
bed of Ware in Ernglard, ſet em down and go about 
it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou 
write it with a gooſe- pen, no matter : about it. 

Sir And. Where ſhall I find you ? 

Sir To, We'il call thee at the Cubicnls : go. 

{ Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Teby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two thou- 
ſand ſtrong or fo. 

Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but 
you'll not deliver't. 

Sir Jo. Never truſt me then; and by all means ftir 
on the vouth to an anſwer. I thick oxen and wain- 
ropes: cannot hale them together. For Ardrew, if he 
were open'd, and you find ſo much blood in his li- 
ver as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reit of th” 
anatomy. 

Fab. And his oppoſite the youth bears in his viſage 
no great preſage of cruelty. 


Enter Nlaria. 


Sir J. Look where the youngeſt wren of mine comes; 
Mar. If you deſire the ipleen, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me; yond gull Malvolis is 
turned heathen, a very renagado ; for there is 'no 
chriſtian that means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, 
can ever believe ſuch impoſfible paſſages of groſſneſs. 
He's in yellow ſtockings. : 
Sir To. And crots-garter'd 7 n 

| Mar! 
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Mar. Moſt villanouſly ; like a pedant that keeps a 
ſchool 1'th' church: I have dogg'd him like his mur- 
therer. He does obey every point of the letter that 
J dropt to betray him; he does ſmile his face into 
more lines than is in the new map, with the augmenta- 
tion of the Indies; you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as 
tis; I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will ſtrike him; if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, 
and take't for a great favour. 

Sir Jo. Come, bring us, bring us where he 1s. 


[ Exeunt* 


Enter Sebaſtian and Anthonia. 


Seb. I would not by my Will have troubled you. 
But fince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 

Art. 1 could not ftay behind you; my deſire, 
More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth, 
And not all love to ſee you, tho' ſo much 
As might have drawn one to a Jonger voyage. 

Bat jealouſie what might befal your travel, 
Being fſkilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 
Set, forth in your purſuit. 
Seb. My kind Anthorio, 
J can no other anſwer make but thanks, 
And thanks: and ever-oft- good turns 
Are ſhuffled off with ſuch incurrent pay ; 
But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 
| You ſhould find better dealing: what's to do? 
Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town ? 
Ant. To-morrow, Sir; beſt firſt go ſee your lodging, 
Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night, 
I pray you let us ſatisſte our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this city. 


A. 
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Aut. Would you'd e me: 


T do not without danger wall theſe ſtreets. 

þ Once in a ſea- ſight gainſt the Duke his gallies 

did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were I ta'n here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people, 
Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody argument: 

It might kave fince been anfwer'd in repaying 

What we took from them, which for trafick's fake 

Moit of our city did. Only my ſelf ſtood out, 

For which if I be lapſed in this place 

I ſhall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 
Aut. It doth not fit me: hold, Sir, here's my purſe, 

In the ſouth ſuburbs at the Elephant 

Is beit to lodge : I will beſpeal: our die 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

With viewing "of the town, there ſhall „ou have me. 

N Seb. Why I your purſe? 

Ant. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have deſire to purchaie ; and your ſtore, 
I think, 1s not for idle markets, Cir. 

Seb. I'll be your purle-bearer, and leave you 


» For an hour. 
Ant. To th' Elephant. 
Seb. I do remember. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Olivia and Maria, 


Oli. J have ſent aſter him; he ſays he'll come. 
How ſhall I feat him? what beſtow on him? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd. 
I ſpeak too loud: 
Where is Malw2lio ? he is fad and civil, 
And ſuits wel] for a ſervant with my fortunes 
Where is Malvolio? 
Nar. He's coming, Madam: but in very ſtrange 
manner, 
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He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No, I. dam, he does + e but imile ; your 
lady ſuip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for {ure the man is tainted in's wits, 

Oli. Co call him hither. 


Euter : Mal volio. 


If ſad and merry madneſs equal be. 
How now, Malve in 7 

Pal Sweet lud) ) „ 1 [ S777 les 3 4 

Oli. Smil'ſt thou? 1 Llert lor thee pon a {ad occ: 

Mal. Sad lady, I could be fad ; this docs make ſome 
obſirution in the blood; this crois-gartering, but 
what of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with 
me as the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſè one, and flea/z 
all. 

Oli. Why ? how doſt thou, man? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

Mal. Net black in my mind, tho' yellow in my 
legs: it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall 
be exccuted, I think we do know that iweet Roman 
hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malwolio? 

Mal. To bed? ay, ſwcct heart; and I'll come to thee, 

Oli. God comfort thee ; wity doſt thou ſmile ia, and 
Kiſs thy hand fo oft? 

Afar. How do you, Naleclio? 

ow. At your requeſt? 

Yes, nightin gales anſwer daws. 

Mar *W hy appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs 
before my lady? 

Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs ? *twas well writ, 

Oli. What mcanelt thou by that, Malvolis? 

Mal. Some are born great 

Oli. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs 

Oli. What ſay'it thou? 
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Mal And ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them 

Oʃ¹. Heavn reſtore thee. 

Mal. Remember who commendcd thy yellow Stock- 
Ss —ů— 

Oli. Thy yellow fockings ? 

Mal. And wills to fee thee croſc- garter d 

Oli. Croſs garter d ? 

Mal. Co tov, thou art made, if thou deſireſt to be 
ſo 

Oli. Am I made? 

Mal. If not, not me fee thee a ſervant ſtill. 

Oli, Why this is very midſummer mauncer. 


E 11? Ft Sertant. 


Madam, the young 5 eman of the Duke //: 
9's 15 return'd. I cou Id 1 hardly entreat him re he at- 


tends v our lady ſhip's pi: ſod, 

Oli. Pl come to bin. Goo! Maria, let this fellow be 
look: d to. WI ere s my uncle Toby let tome of my peo- 
pie have a ſpecial care of him, ] would not have him miſ- 
carry for the half of my dowry. [Zeit. 

Mal. Ol ho, do you come rear me now? no worſe 
man than Sir 7oby to look to me! this concurs —_ 
with the letter, ſhe fends him on purpoſe that 1 may ap- 
pear ſtubborn to him; for fhe incites ne to that 1 is the 
Ictter. Caſt thy humble flovgh, ſays ſhe; be oppoſite 
with a kinſman, fure'y with ſervants, let thy tongue tang 
with arguments of at-, put thy ſelf into the trick of 
ſingularity 3 and coniequent] lv ſets d own the manner how; 
as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a lov tongne, in the 

abit of ſome Sir of note, and fo forth. 1 have lim'd 
her, but it is Fewe's doing, and Jeve make me thank- 
fa! ; and when ſhe went away now, let this fellow be 
look'd to; fellow ! not MaZvcli2, nor after my degree, 
but fellow. Why every thing adheres together, that no 
dram of a ſcruple, no ſeruple of a ſcruple; no obſtacle ; 
no incredulous or unfafe circumſtance -----—- what can be 
aid ? nothing that can be, can come between me and 

the 
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the full proſpect of my hopes. Well, Jove, not J, is the 
doer of chis, and he is to be thanked. 


Enter Sir 'Toby, Fabian and Maria. 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanity ? 
if all the devils in hel! be drawn in little, and legion 
himſe't peſleſt him, yet VII peak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir ? 
how 18't with you, man? 

Mal. Go ci, 1 diſcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
go oft. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fend ſpeaks within him; 
did nct I tell you? Sir Tchy, my lady prays you to have 
a care of him. 

Mal. Ah ha, does the fo ? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we mult deal 
gently with him; let him alone. How do you, AMaive- 
lio? how is't with you? what man, deſe the devil; con- 
ſider he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar. La you ! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how he 
takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch' d. 

Fab. Carry his water to th'wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry and it ſhail be done to-morrow morning 
if I live. My lady would not loſe him for more than 
I'll fay. 

Mal. How now, miſtreſs ? 

Mar. O Lord. 

Sir To. Pr'ythee hold thy peace, that is not the way: 
do you not fee you move him ? let me alone with 
him. 

Fab. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently ; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 


Sir To. Why RoW. now my bawcock ? how doſt thou, 
chuck ? 


Mal, Sir. 
Sir To. Ay biddy, come with me. What man, tis not 


for gravity to play at cherry-pit with ſatan, Hang him, 
foul collier. 


Mar. 
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Mar. Get him to ſay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx'! 

Mar. No ] warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 
nels. 

Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am not of your element, you thall Know more 
hereaiter. [ Exit. 

Sir Jo. It's poſſible ? 

Fab. It this were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could con- 
demn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device take air, 
and taint. 

Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The howie will be the quieter. 

Si To, Come, we'll have him in a drak room and 
bound. Aly neice is already in the belief that he's mad; 
we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his penance, 
till our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 
have mercy on him; at whica time we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee {or a finder of mad 
men; but ſee, but ice. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir Aud. Here's the challenge, read it: I warrant 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't fo iawcy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 


ver To. G1ve-me. . - [Sir Toby reads, 
Youth, wwhathoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fel- 
Bb. 


Fab. Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wender at, mon admire not in thy mind ar hy [I a 
call thee 5, for I will geb thee no reaſon for 90 

Fab. A good note, he keeps you from the blow of 


the law. 
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Sir To. Thou con!'ft to the lady Olivia, and in my As. 2 
29075 thee kindly ; but thou lieſt int thy throat, that is not the 


Nane, I challenge tee fur. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe _ 

Sir To. I will ava;-lay thee going home, wore M it be 
thy chance to hill e 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Theu il me [ihe a rogue and a 4 ViLIGNE. 

Fas. Still you kee ep o'th windy ſide of the law: 

good. 
Sir To. Fare thee «well, and God hawe mercy uon me of 
our fouls he may hawe mercy __ mine, but my Hupe 75 
better, and 65 look to thy 222 Thy ien Jas theu 445 eff him, 
and thy fu orm enemy, Andrew A gue- check. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 
Fil give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't: he is now 
in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by and by 
de part. 

Sir Ts. Go, Sir Andretu, ſcout me for him at the cor- 
ner of the orchard like - 2 Af ſo ſcon as ever 
thou ſeeſt him, draw; and as thou draw'ſt, ſwear borri- 
bly ; for it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible oath, with 
a ſwagge ring accent ſharply twang'd off, gives manhood 
more approbation than ever proof it {elf would have 
carn'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nays jet me al: one for ſwearing. (Ex, 

Sir To. Now will not I delive his letter; for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity a and bre eding; his e1 mploy ment between his 
lord and my neice confirms no leis; therefore this letter 
being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the 
youth; he will find that it comes from a clcd- pole. But, 
Sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of mouth, ſer 
upon Aeve-chith a notable report of valour and drive the 
gentleman, as I Know his youth will aptly receive it, 
into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and 
pg tuoſity. This will ſo fright them both, that they 


!] Kill one another by the look, like cockatrices. 
Erter 


IViat you will. 


F.nter Olivia anda Viola. 


Fah. Here he comes with your neice ; give them way 

"ill he tale leave, and preſ: NUT Y alter him. 

Sr To. I will meditite the Mhile upon ſome horrid 
meceſi:ce for a challenge. [ ZE xeunt, 
Oh. l've faid too much unto a heart of None, 

And laid mine konour too unchary on't. 

There's ſomething in me that repreves my fault ; 

But ſuch a head- ſtrong potent fault it is, 

Tnat it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the fame haviour that your paſſion bears, 

Goes on my maſter's grief. 

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture ; 

Kelv. git not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 

And! beſeech you come again to morrow. 

What ſha!l vou ask of me that 1'l de eny, 

J hat honour fav 4, may upon asking give? 
%%. Nothing but this, your true tore for my maſter, 
Oi. low with mine honour may I give 

V ND | have given to you. 

Vin. I will acquit you. 
Oh Well, come ag un to-morrow : tire thee well, 

A ficud like thee might bear my foul to hell. (Exit, 


{1 Lim Ci lit, 


Enter Sir Toby and Fabian, 


+ To. Gentleman, God fave thee, 

V. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't ; of 
vhat nature the wrongs are thou hait done him, I know 
not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as the 
hunter, attends thee at the orchard end; diſmo! unt thy 
tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy aſſailant 1s 
quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Fi. You miſtake, Sir, I am ſure no man hath any 
quarrel to me; my remembrance is very frce and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man, 


CE 
CF 


my 
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Sir To, You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; there- 
fore, 1t you hold your lite at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your oppoſite hath in him, what youth, 
ſtrength, skill, and wrath can furniſh a man wit hal. 

Vis. I pray you, Sir, What 15 he ? 

Sir Te. He is a knight dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl z 
ſoals and bodies hath he diverc'd three; and his incenſe- 
ment at this moment is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaction 
can be none but by pangs of death and ſepulcher : hob, 
nod, is his word; give't or take't. 

Jo. 1 will return again into the houſe, and deſire 
ſome conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpoſely 
on others to taſte their valour: belike this is a man of 
that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no: his indignation drives it ſelf out of 
a very competent injury, therefore get you on, and give 
him his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe unleſs 
you undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety 
you might aniwer him; therefore on, or ſtrip your 
{word ſtark naked; for meddle you mutt, that's certain, 
or forſwcar to wear iron about you. 

Lio. This is as uncivil as range. I beſeech you do 
me this courteous office, as to know of tke Knight what 
my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpole. 

Sir To I will doſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 
ventieman ' till my return. [Exit Sir Loby. 

Vis. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight f is incens'd againſt you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumitance 
more. 

10. I beſeech you what manner of man 1s he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the pro! 
of his valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moſt skiltu!. 
bloody, and fatal oppoſite that you could poſhble have 
found in any part of Iihria: will you wa toward, 
him? I will make your peace with him, if I can. 
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Vis. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: IT am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight : I care 
not who knows lo much of my mettle. Exe. 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Why man, he's a very devil; I have not ſeen 
fuch a virago: I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard 
and all; and he gives me the ſtuck in with ſaci a mor. 
tal motion, that it is inevitable; and on the anſwer, ke 
pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the ground they fep 
on. They ſay, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir Aud. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be puciſied. 

Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Piague on't, if I thought he had been va 
Lant, and io cunning in fence, I'd have {een him damn'd 
ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter flip, 
and I'll give him my horſe, grey Caf/er. 

Sir Jo. I'll make the motion; ſtand here, make a gord 
Mew on't, this ſhall end without the perdition of ſoujs ; 
marry, Þ'Il ride your horſe as well as J ride you, 


Evter Fabian ard Viola. 


I have his horſe to take up the quarrel, I have perſuaded 
lim the youth's a devil. 2% Fabian, 

Fab. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. | 

Sir Jo. There's no remedy, Sir, he will ſight with you 
for's oath ſake : Marry he hath better bethought him of 
his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be worth 
talking of ; therefore draw for the ſupportance of his 
vow, he proteſts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you {ee him furious. 

Sir Te. Come, Sir Andreab, there's no remedy, the 
gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout with 
ven; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but be nas 


* promis d 
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promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, he wilt 
not hurt you. Come on, to't, i hey drax, 
Sir Aud. Pray God he keep his cath. 


Enie Antonio. 


Fin. I do aſſure you "tis againſt my will. 

Ant. Put up your Word; Is this young gentleman 
Have. done offs Ce, T take the fault on me; 
If vou N h1 im, I for him defie you. [ Drawing, 

Sir Te. V cu, Sir? Why, what are vou? 

4 "Os: Sir, that for Kis love dares yet do more 
Thin you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir Jo. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

LD. ALS, 


X E nter OJ ces. 


F<b. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the officers. 

Sir To. l' be with: anon. 

Vio Pray, Sir, put your {word up if you pleaſe. 

[7s Sir Andrew. 

©: Aud. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis'd 
yOu, Til be as good as my word. He will bear you 
cally, and reins well. 

I G7 This is the man, do thy office. 

2 OF. Artouio, J arreſt thee ut the fuit of Duke Ono. 

Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. 

1 Of. No, Sir, no jot; I know your favour well; 
T ho' now you have no ſea- cap on your head. 
Jake him away, he knows | know him well. 

Ant. I muſt obey. This comes with ſceking you; 
But there's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it. 
W hat will you do? now my neceſſity 
Makes me to ask you for my purſe. It grieves me 
Much more, for what J cannot do for you, 
Than what befals my ſelf : You ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 

2 OF. Come, Sir, away. 

Aut. I maſt intreat of you ſome of that mony. 


Fig. What mony, Sir? 
For 


or 


"T hat he believes himſelf; ſo do not 1: 
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Vor the fair Kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, : 
Out of my lean and low ability 
Ii lend you ſomething ; my having is not much, 
II make diviſion of my preſent with you : 
Hold, there's half my coſter. 

Aut. Will you deny me now ? 
Js't poſſible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſuaſion ? do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
That I have done for vou. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know you by voice, or any feature. 
I hate ingratitude more iu a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling. drunkenneſs. 
Or any taint of vice, whole ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Aut. Oh heav'ns themſelves 

2 OF: Come, Sir, I pray you go. 


3 


Ant. Let me ſpeak a little, Chis youth that you ſee 
here, 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promiſe 
Nloft venerable worth, did I devotion. 
1 OF. What's that to us? the time goes by; away, 
Ant. But oh, how vile an idol » proves this God! 
Thou haſt, Schaſtion, done good feature ſhame. 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks o'erflourith'd by the dev il. 
i Of. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come come, Sir. 5 
Ant, Lead me on. Exits 
Fi. Nethinks his words do from ſuch paſſion iy, 


a 


Prove true, imagination, ch prove true, 


2 That 
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1hat J, dear brother, be now ta'en for you. 
Ce Jo. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; we'l! 
hiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſaws. 
Vio. He nam'd we gue, I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſs, even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Stil! in this faſhion, colour. ornament, 
For him I imitate : Oh if it prove, 
JTempeſls are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love. [Exz?. 
Sir To, A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare; his diſhoneſty appears in leavin g his 
yiend here in neceflity, and denying him; and for his 
cowarcihip ask Fabian. 
Fab. A coward, a moit devout coward, religious in it, 
Sir Ad. Slid Vil after him again, and beat him. 
Sir Jo. Do cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy ſword, 
Sir And. If I do not. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir To. I dare lay any mony 'twill be nothing yet. [ Exe. 
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ee eee 
Enter Sebaſtian aud Clown. 


Clown. 1 LL you make me believe that I am not 
V lent for you ? 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Le: me be clear of thee. 

C/o. Well held out i'faith: No, I do not know you, 
nor J am not ſent to by my lady, to bid you come ipeak 
with her ; nor your name 1s not maſter Ce/arto, nor this is 
not my noſe neither; nothing that is ſo is fo. 

Seb. | pr'ythee vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe, thou 
know'ſt not me. 

Ch. Vent my folly! he has heard that word of ſome 

reat man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent m 
fell ! 1 am afraid this great lubber the world will prove 


4 
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a cokney : I pry'thee now ungird thy ſtrangeneſs and tell 
me what 1 thall vent to my lady; ſhall I vent to her, 
that thou art coming ? 

Seb. I pr'ythee fooliſn Greed depart from me, there's 
mony for thce. If thou tarry longer I ſhall give worte 
PY men. 

Clio. By my troth thou haft an open hand; theſe wiſe 
men that give fools mony get themſelves a good report 
after tourtcen years purchaſe. 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, aud Fabian. 


— w_— 


Sir Aud. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's for 


Ou. [ Striding Sebaſtian. 
Seb, Why there's for thee, and there, and there: Are 

1 22 dle ꝛad? PD &s 6&2, Ame * 
all the people mad! [ Bea: in? Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Hold, Sir, or 1'il throw your dagger o'er the 


houſe. 


C/o, This will T tell my lady ftrait : I would not be in 


{ome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Cloaun. 
Sir To. Come on, Sir, hold. Holding Scbaſtian. 


&r And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to 


work withhim; I'll have an action of battery againſt him, 
if there be ary law in Ihria; tho I ſtruck him ſirſt, yet 
it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
youns foldier, put up your iron; yeu are well fle{h'd : 
Come on. 

Seb. Iwill be free from thee, What wouldſt thou now ? 
if thou darit tempt me further, draw thy iword. 

Sir To. What, what? nay, then I muit have ounce or 
two of this malapert blood irom you 

[They draw and fight. 


Enter Oliv a. 


Oz. Hold, 7e5y, on thy lite 1 c 

Sy To. Nladam. 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for che mountains and the barbarous caves, 


C3 | Where 
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Where manners ne'er were preach'd : Out of my ſiglit, 
Be not offended, dear Ce/ario, 
Rudeſby, be gone. I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 
[ Excunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 

Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion ſway 
In this uncivil and unjult extent 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranles 
1 8 his ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby, 
May! {mile at this: Thou thalt net chuſe but g0: 
Po not deny ; bcſhrew his ſoul for me, | 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee, 

Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream ? 
Or 1 am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
Jet fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep. 
If it be thus to dream, ſtil] let me fleep. 


Oli. Nay come I pray: Would thou'dit be rul'd by me. 1 
Seh. Madam, I will. | 
Oli. O ſay fo, and fo be. Ea eunt. 

Enter Maria and Cinxun, * 


Aar. Nay, I pr'ythee put on this gown and this beard, 
make him believe thou art Sir Vas the Curate ; do it 
quickly. Þil call Sir Toby the whilſt. 

Ch. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſtemble my ſelf 
in't; and I would [ were the firſt that ever diſſembled 
in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the 
function well, nor lean enough to be thought a good 
ſtudent ; but to be ſaid an honeſt man, and a good houſe- 
keeper, goes as fairly as to ſay, a careful man a great 
ſcholar. The competitiors enter. 


Enter Sir Toby. 


Sir To. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. 
Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Joby; for as the old hermit of Pra- 
gus, that never ſaw pen and ink, very witily ſaid to a 
neice of King Gorboduck, that that is, is: So J being Mr, 
Parſon, am Mr. Parſon ; for what is that, but that? and 
and is, but is? 
Sir To. ; 


hat you will, 
* 
% To. To bim, Sir Topas. 
(. What hoa, 1 fay, peace in this priſon. 
Sir To. ihe knave counterteits well; a good knave. 
I Maivolio written, 


Sy) 
Gl 


Who calls there? 
('/9. Sir Topas the curate, Who comes to viſit NU, 
. | tin 
Ad. 81 Vat, Sir 7 
U. Oar uv! n-2rbolical he nd. ROY YER: elt thou this man? 
In keſt thou not taing but ct ladies: 
© J. Well taid, mater Parſon. 
1 tal. Sit 7 / Ai, never was man thu iS M rong 4 C5 good Sir 
Jes do nat think Jam mad; they have laid me he! 


gd 


9 ＋ good Sir 7 N TS KO TL) my lady. 


Ch. Fie, thou dliſhoneſt ſathan; I call thee by the 
f erins, for 1 ain one of thoſe gentle ones that 
Wil himſelt wich Curteke : Vay it thou that 
ho ule 185 4551 4% 

Mad. As! hell, DN 727 J. 

Ch. Why it hath bay ndows tranſparent as bart- 
cadoes, and the clear © Ga 5 eee, the South North are 
as luſtrous a5 ebony ; and yet complaineſt thou of ob- 
ſtiruQion ? | 

Mal. lam not mad, Sir, Teras ſay to you this houſe 15 dark. 

Cie. Madman, thou errett; | fay there 1s no darknets 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled than the 
Egyptians in their ſog. 

Mal. I ſa ay this houſe 15 as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and 1 tay there was 
never man thus abus'd; I am no more mad than you 
are, make the tryal of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

Ch. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
wild-fow! ? 

Mal. That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Ch. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way aprove 
his epinion. 

C. Fare thee well : Remain thou ſtill in darknels :; 
thou ſhalt hold th' opinion of PVU. ere I will allow 
C4 of 


| me 
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of thy wits, and bear to kill a woodcock, left thou diſ- 
pciTſ-is the houie of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Meal Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 

Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Tepas / 

C/o. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. ji kou might'ſt have done this without thy beard 
and gown, he ſees thce not. | 

Si To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid of 
this knavery, If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I 
would he were, for I am now ſo far in offence with my 
neice, that I cannot purſue with any ſafety this ſport to the 


upſhot. Come by and by to my chamber [Tit. 
C/o. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my lad) aves. 
(Singing, 


Aal. Fool. 

Ch. My lady is unkind, perdie. 

Riad. Fool. 

Ch. Atas, arch) 1s joe jo? 

Aal. Fool, I ſay. 

Cl. She lowes another who calls, ba? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 
hand, kelp me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as 
I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee foꝛ't. 

Clo. Mr. Malvolio ! 

Mal. Ay, good fool, 

Ch. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there was never man fo notoriouſly abus'd ; 
Jam as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Ci. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your wits than a ſdol. 

Mal. They have propertied me; they keep me in 
darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they can 
to face me out of my wats. 

Ch. Adviſe you what you ſay: The miniſter is here, 
Matlwvelio, Maluolio, thy wits the heav'ns reſtore : En- 
deavour thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble 
babble. 

Ma/. Sir Topas. 


C:0. 
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Cz. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 
who I, Sir, not I, Sir, God b'w'you good Sir Toes, 
Ty, amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ay. 

Ci. Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir? I 
am ſhent for ſpea aking to you. 

Mal. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome 
paper; I tell thee Lam as well in my wits, as any man 
in Irie. 

Ch. Well-a day that you were, Sir. 

Mal. By this hand I am : good fool, ſome inl:, paper 
and light ; and convey what I ſet down to my la dy : It 
mall range thee more than ever the bearing of letter 
did. 

Ci. T will help you to't. But tell me true, are you 

not mad indeed, or do you but counter rfeir ? 

Ml. Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true. 

Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man *till ] ſee his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, 

Mal. Fool, Til requite it in the highelt degree 


I pr'ythee be gone, 


Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing 
DU ben col 59 again 
In a trice , like to the old vice, 
Your need ta fuftain. 
No with dagger of lath, in his rage, and hi; wrath, 
Cries ab ha. 7 70 the devil; 
Like a mad lad, fore toy nails, dad, 
Aiden, ed wi drivel. [ Ext. 


Enter Scbaſtian. 


feb. This 15 the air, that is tne gi rious f. un, 
7 iſe pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and {eet. 
And though 'tts wonder that env. raps me thu 
Yet 'tis not madneſs. Where's Arnthenis then i 
I could not find him at the FV ant. 
Yet there ke was, and there 1 found this credit, 


That he did range the town to ſeelt me out, 
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His counſel now might do me golden ſervice; 

For tho' my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 

So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
Jo any other truſt, but that l'm mad, 

Or elle the lady's mad; yet it 'twere ſo, 

She could not {way her houte, command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and fable bearing 
As I pexerve ſhe does : there's ſomething in't 

J hat is deceivable. But here ſhe comes. 


Enter Olivia and Pricft. 


Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by; there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roof, 
Plight me the fall aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful for 
Nlay live at pe: ace. He ſhall conceal it 
*. iles You are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration kcep 
Accor rd ing to my birth. What do you fay ? 
e. Vi follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having {worn truth, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father; heav'ns fo 
thine, 
That they may fairly note this act of mine. [Extunts 


ACT 


Hai 02! 29777, 59 


* , 
Se * 2 2 2 . *. 2, a * 42 > 3 2e 4 G > 17 * A a I, * & Py «* 3% 
e; 49" . * . W ALD 4 52 rr esse POO IATELASY 8 7 
SL ot (9%; FL TIT . 8 a* dC s et 95 2 163; 4? » £5 wy ice: $34, * C VCD ,44% TE). TILED 1 22 


ge J os” G7 5 oo S e = OY go 2 2 85 * 8 1 C N wx 


Enter Clo n and Fabian. 


Fabian. OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſec this 
letter. 
C/o. Good Mr, Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 
Fab. Any ching. 
Clo. Do not deſire to fee this letter 


Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence deſire 
my dog again. 


E uter Duke, Viola, Curio, aint Ld; 


— 8 Belong you to the lady Olicia, friends ? 
Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trap! pings. 

Pate. I know thee well; how del thou, my good 

fellow 2 
Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the worte 
tor my friends. 

Due. juſt the contrary; the better for thy friends. 

C46. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Ch. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an aſs of 
me; now my toes tell me plainly. 1 am an ats: io that 
by my foes, Sir, I profit in the Inowleuge of my ſelf, 
and by my friends I am abuſed : ſo that C: pctal ons r 
be as kiſſes, if your four negatives make your 199 atl 
matives, why then the worie for my friere, an 
better for my focs. 

Duke. Why this is excellent, 

C/o. By my troth, Sir, no; tho' it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. 

Dude. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, e gold 

Ch. But that it would be double-dealinc; 
vou could make it another. 


Dube. O you give me ill eounſel. 20. 
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Ch. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your flefh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a dow- 
ble-dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecundb, tertio, is a good play, and the 
eld ſaying is, the third pays s for all: the triplex, Sir, is 
a good tripping meaſure, or the bells of St. Benner, Sir, 

may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Die. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw; if you will let your lady know Iam here to ſpealæ 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake 
my bounty further. 

Ch. Marry, Sir, Iullaby to your bounty 'till I come 
again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 
that my defire of having is the ſin of covetuouſneſs; but 


2 
as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
Awake it anon. [Exit Cibaen. 


Enter Antonio and Officers, 


Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Die. That face of his I do remember wel! ; 
7 ct when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
Is black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war: 
bawbling Veſſel was he captain of, 
r ſhallow draught and bulk E ble, 
Wit h which ſuch ſeathfu] grapple did he make 
With the moit noble bottom of our ther. 
That very envy and the tongue of loſs 
Cry'd fame and honour on him, What's the matter? 
1 Of. Ono. this is that Antonio 
That took the Phenix and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Jiger board, 
When your young ne Phew Titus loſt his le * 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
io, He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my ide, 
But in concluſion put range ſpecch upon me, 
1 know not what 'twas, but diſtraction- 


we 


©, 


Duke, 


What you vill. 6y 


Dake. Notable pirate, thou ſalt-water thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine enemies? | 
Ant, O ino: noble Sir, 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet vas thief or pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enoug zh, 
Or/ind's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moſt ungrateful boy there by your ſide, 
From the rude ſea's enra od and foamy mouth, 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without cerention or reſtraint; 
All this in dedication. For his ſake 
Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his 5 1 e) 
Into the danger of this adverſe tow 
Drew to defend him, when he was 3 3 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught kim to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink: deny'd me mine own purſe, 
Y/hich I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hovr before. 
Vio. How can this be? 
Dude. When came he to this town? 
Hul. Today, my lord; and for three months beſo re, 
No Iuterim, not a minute's vacancy, 
Buth day and night did we keep company, 


Enter Olivia and attendant:;. 


Duke. Here comes the counteſs ; now hcav'n walks, 
on Earth. 
But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are madneſs: 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 
Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not have 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 


Cefaris, 
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Ceſarie, you don't keep promue with me. 
Vio. Madam. 


Die. Gracious Oltwin. 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ce/ari9? Gcod my lord 
Via. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me, 
OZ. If it ought to the old tune, my lord, 
Tt 1s as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſick. 
Dake. Still fo cruel ? 
OA. Still to conſtant, lord. 
Dute. What, to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil lady, 


To whole ingrate and unauſpicious altars 


My {oul the Paithfull* {t offerings has f reath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender'd. What ſhall J do? 


Oli. Ev'n what it pleaſe my lord, that ſhall become 


him. 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to do't, 
Like to th' Ee; itian thief, at e of death 
Kill what I love? af: vage jealout: 
That ſometimes ſayours nobly; — hear this: 
Since you to non-regardance cait my faith 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 
That fcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the marble-breailed tyrant ſtill. 
But ths ur minion, who m1 kngw vou . 
And whom, by heav n, I ſwear, I tender dear!) 
Him will I tear out of chat crue! cy e, 
Where he fits crowned in his malter' ſpig ht. 
Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in michief: 
F'll ſacrifice the lamb that Ido lo - 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. 
Vio. And I moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. 
Oli. Where goes Cz/ariy ? 
F Vis. After him I love, 
More than I love theſe Eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than cer I ſhall love wife, 
If J do feign, you witneſſes above 
Puniſh my life. for tainting of my love! 


Oli. Ay me, deteſted! how am 1 beguil'd 2 


> 


by Wy dg 


* 
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What you vill, 


Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelf? Is it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy father. 
Duke. Come, awa 
Oli Whither, my lord ? Ceſario, huſband, ſtay. 
Dude. Husband. 
Oli. Ay, huſhand, Can he that deny; 
Duke. Her huſband, firrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not 1. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety: 
Fear not, Ceſrio, 2 i thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know'it thou art, and then thou art 
As great as thou fear'lt. 


Enter P- reft 4 


O welcome, father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs, w hat occafion now 
Leveals before *tis ripe) what thou doit know, 
Hath newly pait between this youth and me. 
Prieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Sre! nethened by enterchangement of your rings, 
And ali the ceremony of this compact 
SeaPd in my function, by my teltimony: : 
Since when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 
J have travell'd but two hours. 
Dute. O thou diſſembling cub ; what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elte thy craft to quickly grow, 
That thin own trip ſhall be thine overtlirow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but direct the feet, 
Where thou and | hence forth may never incet, 
Vio. My lord, I do protelt 
On. O do not ſwear ; 
Hold little faith, tho? thau haſt too much fear! 


£ nts 
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hn 


Enter Sir Andrew ith his head broke. 


Sir And. For the love of God a ſurgeon, and ſend one 
preſently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What's the matter: 

Sir And. H's broke my head a-croſs, and given Sir 
Tehy a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of God your 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home, 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. The Count's gentleman, one Ceſarios; we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
nate, 

Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is, you broke my head 
for nothing, and that that I did, I was ſet on to do't by 
Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you {peak to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your {word upon me without cauſe, 


But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown. 


Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
hurt me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody coxcomb. 
Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more; but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled you 
other-gates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how 1s't with you? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't ; fot, didſt fee Dich {urgeon, fot ? 

Ch. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone ; his 
eyes were ſet at eight 1th morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a pait meaſure Paz, 
J hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him: who bath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt 


together. 
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Sir To, Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? 
Exe. Ch. To. and And, 
O.. Cet him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to, 


Enter Sebaſtian 


Seb. I am ſorry, madam, I have hurt your uncle: 
But had it been the Prerber of my blood, 
J muit hive done no lefs with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange om on me, by which 
I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but ſo late ago. 
Dake. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
ſons, 
A nat ral perſpeclive, that is, and is not. 
Sev. Antonio, O my dear Antonio / 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
Since J have loſt thee ? 
Ant. Sepaſtian are you ? 
Seb. Fear'd you that, Antonio ? 
Ant. How have you made diviſion of your ſelf ? 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ; 
Oli. Moſt wonderful! 
Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be a deity in my nature 
Of here and every where. I had a lifter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [J Viola. 
What countryman : what name ? what parentage ? 
Jio. Of Mepaline ; Sebaſtian was my father, 
Such a Sebaſtzan was my brother too: 
So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A ſpirit 1 am indeed, 
But am in that dimenſion groſſy clad. 
Which from the womb 1 did participate. 
Were 


66 TWEITITTH-NfroRHT: Or, 


Werę you a woman, as the reſt go even, 
I ſwultd my tears let fall upon your _ 
Ard fav, thr: ce welcome drovined /;-/ 
Vio. N y lather had a mole upon his Jos: 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio. And dy'd that day when Jie from her birth 
Had numoted thirteen years. 
Se. O that record is lively in my ſoul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 
J hat day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 
Lie. it nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my majcunne ulurp'd attire ; 
Do not embrace me, *c:i! each circumflance 
Ot place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
'Jhacl am Viola; which to contri, 
1't! bring you to a capgciin in this town 
Vhere dye my maiden weeds ; by whoſe gentle help 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this nobie Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 
Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook : 
[To Oli. 
Put nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my | hs deceiv d, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Dude. Be not amaz'd: right noble is his blood; 
It this be fo, as yet the glats ſcems true, 
I :a!] have ſhare in this mot happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haſt {aid to me a thouſand times [D Vio. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all theſe fayings will 1 over-IWear, 
And all thoſe ſyearings keep us true in toul, 
As Goth that orbed continent the fire 
That ſevers day from night. 
Due. Give me thy hand, 
And let me ſee thee in th y Woman's weeds. 
Jio. The captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maids garments : he upon tome action 
Is now in duraiice, at Malwelio's ſuit. 


A 


to 


5 


Pat you will, 


A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

O. Be thall enlarge him: fetch Mal/w/o hither, 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They fav, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 


Enter the Clown with a letter, and Fabian. 


A moſt extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly baniſl'd his. 
How does he, fſirrah ? 

Chhb. Truly, madam, he holds Belgebub at the ſtaves 
end as well as a man in his caſe may do: he's here 
writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given't you to 
day morning. But as a mad- man's epiſile; are no G0l- 
pels, ſo it ſkills not much when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't and read it. 

Ch. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 
delivers the mad man By the lord, madain, [ Reads, 

Oli. How now, art mad? 

Clo. No, madim, I do but read madneſs : an your 
ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you mult al- 
low Loa 

Oli. Pr'ythee read it, i'thy right wits. 

Ch. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, is 
to read thus; there fore prepend, my princeſs and g ve ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrailt. [Jo Fabian, 

Fab. [ Reads.) Py the Lord, madam, you wrong mt, 
and the world ſhall know it? though you have put me 
into darkneſi, and given your drunken uncle rule over 
me, yer Ha 4 4 bent [4 of my ſenſes as Wi 4¹ A you. J- 
a ip. I have your own letter that induced me ta the 
ſemblance I put on; with the which 1 doubt not but 10 
do my jelf much right, or you much ſhame : think of me 
as you pleaſe : I leave my duty a little unihourht of, and 


ſpeak out of my injury, 


Oli. Did he write this? 

Ch. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This ſavourz not much of diſtraction. 

Oli. See him deliver'd, Falian, bring him hither, 


The madly us'd DMa/wero, 


My 


67 TwELFTH-NIGHT: 0 
My lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thouglit on? 


To think me as well a ſiſter, as a wife, 
One day ſhall crown the alliance on't, ſo pleaſe vos; 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper colt. 

Duke. Madam, I am moit apt Ccmbrice your oficr. 
Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againit the metal of your ſex, [ 70 Viola, 
So tar beneath your foft and tender breeding. 

And ſince you calld me maſter for ſo long, 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your maiter's miſtreſs. 


O. A ſiſter, you are ſhe, 
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Enter Malvolio. 
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Dute, Is this the mad-man ? 

%. Ay, my lord, this fame : how now, Malvelio ? 

Mal. Mladam, you have done me wrong 
Notorious wrong. 

2. Have I, Malvolio? no. 

Mal. Lady, you have; pray ycu peruſe that letter, 
You mult not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Or ſay 'tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favouy, 
Bad me come ſmiling, and croſo-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir 70%, and the lighter people? 
And acting this in an obedient hope. 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious geck or gall 
That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me Why? 

Oli. Alas, Malvalio, this is not my writing, 
Tho", I confeſs, much like the character: 
But, out of queition, 'tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 
Firit told me thou wait mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling. 
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And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee be content, 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Ot thine own cauſe. 
Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak ; 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Faint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which ] have wondered at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Molt freely J confeſs my ſelf and Toby 
Set this device againſt Malvalio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir 7oby's great importance, 
in recompence Whereof he hath married her. 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
if that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt, 
O. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee ? 
C/o. Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 
nels, and tome have greatneſs thrown upon them. I 
was cne, Sir, in this interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but 
that's all one; by the lord, fool, I am not mad; but do 
you remember, madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren 
raſcal ? an you {mile not he's gagg'd: and thus the 


whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. 2 — 
Mal. II be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 
[ Exit, 


Oli. IIe hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear fouls. Rlean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario come, 
{For fo you ſhall be, while you are a man 
But when in other habits you are ſeen, 
©-/ine's miſtreſs, and his fancy's Queen, [ Exeunt, 
Clown 


67 TWELTTH- NIGHT: C/ 


My lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on- 


To think me as well a fiſter, as a wife, 
Ore day ſhall crown the alliance on't, fo pleaſe vo 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper colt. 

Duke. Madam, Iam molt apt embrace your off 


Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice don one m 


So much aga inſt the metal of your ſex, [Te Viol. 
So tar beneath your ſoft and tender breeding. 

And ſince you call'd me maſter for io long, 

Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 

Your maſter's miſtreſs. 


O. A ſiſter, you are ſhe, 
Enter Malvolio. 


2 Is this the mad- man? 


Ay, my lord, this ſame: how now, Malvelio f 


Mal adam, you have done me wrong, 

Nein wrong. 
2. Have I, Malvolio? no. 

Mat Lady, you have; pray ycu peruſe that letter, 
You mult not now deny it is your han 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Or ſay 'tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it chen, 
And tell me in the modeſty of hone our, 


Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favouy, 


Bad me come imiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 

To put on yellow ſtoc kings, and to N 

Upon Sir 7%, and the lighter people? 

And acting this in an obedient hope. 

Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 

Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 

And made the moſt notorious geck or gull 

That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me why ? 
Oli. Alas, Malvalio, this is not my writing, 

Tho', I confeſs, much like the character: 

But, out of queſtion, 'tis Maria's hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 


Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling. 
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And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee be content, 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cauſe, 
Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak ; 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which I have wondered at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely J confeſs my ſelf and Toby 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Ts great importance, 
n recompence Whereof he hath married her, 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
if that the injuries be juitly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 
Ou. Alas, poor foo] ! how have they baffled thee ? 
Cie. Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 
neſs, and tome have greatneſs thrown upon them. I 
was cne, Sir, in this interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but 
that's all one; by the lord, fool, I am not mad; but do 
you remember, madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren 
raſcal ? an you {mile not he's gagg'd: and thus the 


whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. — 2 
Mal. Il be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 
[ Exit, 


Oli. IIe hath been molt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Dake. Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace : 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
\ ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear ſouls. Llean time, iweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſaris come, 
{For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man; 
But when in other habits you are ſeen, 
O-/inc's multreis, and his fancy's Queen, [Exeunt, 
Clowg 
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Clown ſings. 


When that IT avas an a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the weind and the rain; A 
A fooliſh thing <vas but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
But when I came to man's eſiate, 
Iith hoy, Lo, &Cc. 
Cal knawes and thieves men 2 their gate, i 
Fer the rain, &C. ] 
But auen I came at laſt to wive, t 
With hey, ho, &c. , 
By feeaggering ceuld Tnever thrive, 
For the Fain, &C. : 
But athen I came unto my Beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. © 
With te5-pots ſtill had drunken heads, 
Fer the rain, &C. ; 
A great while ago the avorld begun, 


With hey, ho, Kc. : 
But that's all one, cur play is done, 133 
Aad wel! Ari de t9 #leaſe you every day, [ Ext, 
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ADVERTISEMENT: 


Acob Tonſon, and the other Proprietors of 

J. the Copies of Shake/pear's Plays, delign- 
ing to finiſh their Edition now publi! thing 

with al pred, give Notice, That with the 
laſt Play, they wi vill deliver Gratis General Ti- 
tles to cach Volume of the whole Work, ſo 
that each Play may be bound in its proper 
Place: And alto do give further Notice, 
That any Play of Sha roſe s that NOW 1S, or 
hereatter ſhall be out "of Print, will be Re- 
Prin ted without delay, So that all Gentlemen 
wio have bought theſe P lays ſhall not be = 
appointed, but may hath on having the 
Sets compleated. 


N. B. hereas one Ne us has propoſed 
490 Pirate ail _ eſpea Pla) 4 but aug“ 
[73197 iet of c / E P. 9 Ke Sir Ke {pear's, did, 


in feveral Adverli; cmments propre to print Ort 
Pus KING OF Taznrs. as vie of Shakeſpear 5 
Plays; and has ſince printed TATE'Ss RING 
LrAR inſtead of SnaKelpeai*®s, and in that and 
Haulzr has omitted almoſt e Half uf the 
Genuine Editions printed by Tonſon and Pro- 
goat The World ill therefore judre hoco 
ely they ar 4% have a compleat Collection of 


Shakef pear*s Plays from the faid R. Wulker. 
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